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To Celinda, on the Accidental falling of 
Her loofe Garments, which difcover’d 
to my View her Breatts. 


"PAIS bard indeed (fo many Charms you boaft) 
A Fuftly to tell, which takes Amintor-moft, 
Thts does alone witht my Judgment fall, 
All, who have Eyes to jee, Admire ’em all. 
Piercing, yet Soft, your Killing Looks appear, 
And all Bright Daxlinzg Rays of Lujtre bear ; 
Your Heav’nly Vice bas Charming Pow'rs to move, 
And your Ayres fan and {pvead the Fires of Love. 
But when your Breatts, the falling Garments fhew, 
How bheft a Scene of Beauties did | view ! 
Etna, I thought till now, bad-rag’d alone, 
Y buem no Riwuls ta that Ruvmngs Thrones |. 
Your Bveafts, as wcli may Admivation claims, 
For they ate Snowy Meunts eyelding Flame. 
What falls from Heaan toat fiery Hill fecures, 
Nor ts tts Froit nea¥ jo Divine as yours, : 
Columbus ne'er did [uch “air Worlds defery, 
His Travels cowd nor make him Bleft as J, 
Your Garments [how d me Heav’n, they were 
(the Clouded Sky. 
On your Soft Globes Young Snnling Cupid: play, 
And Tender Loves your Beauteous Iflands foray, 
Four Golden Locks, fprecd all around, wow'd (how 
A pleafing Soil, where Milk and Honey flow 
Whofe Tides of Joys, referu’d for Babes muft be, 
It will neer prove a promis’d Land to me. 
This fhews that Infants are morc bleft than Men ; 
I for thofe Breafts word be a Child agen, 














A Young Gentlewoman Married to a 
Rich Old Man. 


NE ask’d Young Sylvia newly made a Bride, 
How She ber Yoke-Mate lik’d ? Strait She 
2) TIjeh ) (reply a, 
Vue a Rich Husband, that, I needs muft [ay, 
Ket Owes a Debt to me be cainot Pay 


To Mrs. Elizabeth B--ll, a Taylor’s 
Daughter, and a Mantue Maker. 


"YT HOU Peerlefs Princefs of the Crofs-Leg’d 
a | ( Tribe, 
Why do you thas with Scorn your Slaves deride ? 
For Charity, be Merciful as Fair, 
And from your Rage the worthlefs Remnant fpare: 
You, dike fome fierce deftroying Angel ftand, 
Potfing your Fatal Sciflars in your Hand, 
Refolw'd with all to bold a bloody Fight, . 
Who dave approach your felf, the Tree of Life. 
But why fhou'd thofe Soft Hands Kough lron $ ouch, 
When een your Killing Breath can do as nich ! 
By that fecur’d, you need ne orber Fence, 
From Mortal Foes, to guard your Innocence. 
Jind (how dyour Preath, sau Face, and Anmour 


(join, 
Your Face! which does with fo much Horrat/bine 
You need uot fear Foes Mortal er Divine. 





4 
Celinda’s Modefty. 


W a Snft Celinda throws her Arms afide, 
She checks fond Strephon with an Am’rous 
¢ Pride 5 
Love’s gentle Tale with Shynefs feems to bear, 
With yielding Faintnefs ftems his wild Career ; 
She Scorns his Motions, but defares the Blifs, 
More than the ftrsving Lover doth the Kifs. 
At length, least Coynefs (howd bis Anger move, >| 
Gently he'll {natch lis Kiffes like a Dove, . 


ind ferike her fparkling Raptures into Love. 











The Virgins Complaint. 


ISS Betty to her Afother faid, 
| 1m weary of mp Maidenhead ¢ 
kor ew'y Morning when I wake, 
Such ftranze Convulsions do me take, 


The 
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That shough | tofs from fide to fide 

I’m fii the more unfatisfy'd ; 

My Fits grow every Day much ftronger, 
And Flefh and Blood can bear no longer. 
My Sifter Moll, that long-leg’d Mautks, 
She Laughs, and Sneers, and Bawdy talks, 
Which does but more and more inflame me, 
Nor can.you Mother juftly blame me ; 
Conjfider what your felf bas been, — 

When you, like me, bad reacld Fifteen , 
Cou'd you thofe Pantings call to Mind, 
You fare woud be to me more kind, 

You are moft fit for my Ph: facran, 
Becaufe youve been s° th’ fame Condition. 
You Bred me at the Boarding School, 
And therefore know | am no Fool. 
Sometimes in Dreams | do Enjoy tt, 
But am fo eager | deftroy st , 

And when | find +t all Delufion, ai 
It puts me much more m Confufton 5 Ee o 
Therefore eve | will grow much Staier,” EY, 
1'2 have a Tool, though’t be a Taylor. WE 








The Reply. 


V r HY hew now Minks, why this oth fusiden? 
Tou think yr ve Ripe, "eve well a Budding, 

Can nought but Man your Itch allay , 

Is Fifteen fu bh an Age to {tay ? 

When I think fit, Mifs, you {hall Marry, 

Tour Liqueri/h Chops tilt then Jbak tarry. 

Yon fay you Want | Whar is’t you Want ? 

You are too Young for a Gallant < 

By Marriage you may Learn lnitriegae, 

To enter in an Amorous League, 

And make a Tender Husband be 

A very nfeful Properby. 

I have one for you in my Eye. 

Who with your Sufferings will comply : 

Within this Month VB fee you Wedded, 

And with a Sprizhtly Autband Bifed, 

Shalk lay tots Paffion does fo teaze you, 

If "fis ¢ th’ Pow'r of A1an to Pleafe you. 

The Daughter on her Knees did Blefs her, 

And with ten thoufand Thanks Carrefs ber s 

Saying tf you in this Perfever, 

You ve won a Daughters Heart for ever. 


—— — — 
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Mir. Me---s batewelc ule Ale-Houfe. 
By Mr. &. Phillips, 


y Fer at the Ale-Houfe Haft Night was got 
¥ in jull Enjoyment of the Pipe and Pot, 

some fuddes: Thoughts into my Cranium came, 

hen | came Home how to Appeafe my Dame ; 








But Drinking on ’ti2 my Dull Pate grew full, 
And Furious Vapours joftl’d in my Skull, 

I then in baft refolv’d to {tagger Home, 

And receive all that from the Scold cow’d come o 
But fearce, Poor 1, bad enter’d #2 the Door, 
Before She knock’d me ail along the Floar, | 
Aud with ber Foot fo cruelly did kick, | 
1 thought {he'd make a jelly of poor Dick; 





But Icry’d out, Dear Wife, i pray be Civil; 


You Rogue, fays She, Vii kick you to th’ Deal 
Muft I ftay here at Home while you run roaring ? 
My Children ftarve while you run out a Whor- 
‘Ing? 
Good Wife, cry’d 1, co but once more be “es 1, 
And Pm tefolv’d, if poffivie, to Plea’ ye ; 
Wo MONEY will | Spend, Ay Dear, be Kind, 
Do not Difturb your foft Repofe of Mind ! 
At laft with thefe Smooth Words f did affwage 
Tb unru y Paflions of the Fury’s Rage, 
And with a Kils, that dear bewitching Pill, 
Did ithe Vyrant’s Anger quickly sill, 


—— 
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Advertifement. 


LL Gentlemen, Ladies, Se. who have any Ori- 
f \% ginal Copies of Veries, Heroical, Humovrous, Gale 
lant; Satyrs, Odes, Epigrams, Riddles, Receipis, 
Songs, Prologues or Epilogucs, €&c. proper to infert 
in this Paper, are defir’d to fend ‘em to Goddard's 
Coffee-Houfe in New-Street near Fettcr-iane or to Ba 
Brigg, the Publifher, atthe Raven in Pater Nofter-Row, 


and they'll very much oblige the Aurhes who will 
faithfully Infert “em, and carefully \orrect em. 


+4+ Note, Gentlemen are defir’d to fend no Copies 
but what are ORIGINAL, for they'll not be Inferted, 
if known; and if they are not fent to the above-men- 
tion’d Places by Wednefday Night at furtheft, they cannot 
bé put into that Weeks Courant. 


whe Whole Sets, or fifigle Ones art to be had at 
the Places above-mentioa’d. 


*,* The Law Corrupted, a Satyr. 


*.* A Satyr againft Ingratitude. Both Printed for 
Sam. Sturton, and fold by &. Bragg at the Black Raven in 
Pater-nofter-Row. 


ARGARET SEARL fo Famous for Relieving 
ML and Curing DBAF NESS, Lives fil) in Pye 
Corner, near Weft-Smithfield, where She is -eady, upon 
any Occafion of chat Nature, to ferve fuch as Apply 
themlelves to Her: Being the Surviver of Her Father 
Edmund Sear}, and late Husband Samuel Sear, 


HE Univeral DROP SIE Medicine, which 

hath. done Wonders, rightly prepar’d by the 
Widow Famcet living in Tbree Hor{e-Shooe-Cotis? in Pye 
Corner. This Excellent Meditine is fafe and fpeedy in 
ts Operation, and hath cur’d great Numbers of Peo- 
ple, many whereof were in dangerous Conditions and 
almoft worn out with Age Very few Perfons fail of 
Cure who folléw her Direttions which are given wich 
each Boitle, 
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